64                OUT OF MY COFFIN
" Grandma/' I asked, " what is a frock compared
with happiness ? "
My grandmother was speechless, but Mrs. Gould
suddenly discovered humour in the situation and,
laughing heartily, said: " Lady Lamington, your
granddaughter is right/'
Until I was seventeen I spent my winters in Rome
and went daily to the convent. One of the pupils
there was Anna Letizia Pecci, called Mimi, who was
a niece of Pope Leo XIII. She subsequently married
a gentleman of French nationality, Mr. Blount, and
now lives a great deal in Paris, though she often
comes to Rome, and in the summer goes to her
beautiful villa at Lucca,
All the children of our convent were invited one
afternoon by the Pope to tea in the Vatican gardens.
This was probably due to the fact that his niece was
educated there. Changing from our every-day navy
blue dresses into our white frocks and white muslin
veils, we drove to the Vatican in closed landaus,
and found in those grandiose gardens a row of
tables weighed down with mountains of cakes, and
other edibles beloved by little girls. The Pope
evidently not wishing to disturb us in the enjoyment
of our tea, postponed his arrival until we had done
justice to it*
I clearly remember the impression which the
approach of the Holy Father Leo XIII made upon
all of us. An impressive figure, clad completely in
white, he was followed by two cardinals in their
scarlet robes. Behind them was a screen of bright
green foliage; it was in springtime. Suddenly it
occurred to my childish mind; the Italian national
colours, red, white, and green; ironically enough